More than fourteen years ago, whilst district visiting, I came upon my first experience of the " Ulcerated leg," or, as it is commonly called by the poor sufferers themselves, a "bad leg." The patient was a sober, respectable mason, aged forty-five, and the malady had lasted twenty-five years, during which time he had constantly been an in-patient at hospitals. At last the ulcer increased so rapidly, he was obliged to give up his work. I collected a small supply of money to maintain him, and his family (twelve in number) for four months, during which time I visited and dressed fhe sore twice daily. It 
